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they were planted in grass and seemed to be larger, more
starlike, less timid flowers than at home; and an hour later,
under a sky threatening one of the showers of snow that
were common in those early days of March, the grass
seemed to be lighted from within and the wrhite flowers to
be ghostly shadows upon it.
When the march was over and the group wras breaking
up in the courtyard, Jedwell cleared his throat and said:
"Where do you work, Alison?"
"Where I can, sir. There's generally some room fairly
empty, according to what people are doing—the smoking-
room or the messroom or B Three. And the ramparts
when I'm not making too elaborate notes. In a few weeks
it won't be so cold out of doors."
"Ever seen my room?"
"No, sir."
"Care to look? It's not much of a place. But it has a
lock."
They inspected it together. Its breadth was scarcely
greater than that of its window; its length, containing the
door and the bed, could be covered in four paces. A chair,
a table, a trunk, an iron wrashstand, and a row of pegs
made up its furniture. On the table, in a silver frame em-
bossed with the heads of Reynolds's angels, was an en-
larged snapshot of two figures; an Indian girl looked back
over her shoulder at Jedwell, who disregarded her. On the
wall was pinned a great map of the Western Front.
"I keep it up to date," Jedwell said. "I like to move
the pins and wools according to the bulletins. But it isn't
up to date," he added fretfully. "Not nearly. The names
are so difficult. Once I get wrong, I never seem to get
right again." He straddled the chair and set an empty pipe
between his teeth. "Well, there's the room if it's of any
use to you. It's not quiet. Nothing is. Ballater's making a
garden patch outside the window; he talks about it; you
might think it was Kew. And you'll hear Sezley's voice
through the partition. Makes me feel like the infant Samuel,
But there it is. I use it only to sleep in.'*
"But you'll want it in the evenings?"

